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a liturgical book in Arabic.    Like the old man, he wore a
skull-cap and a black gallabia.

I was led towards the guest-house, a modern, half-French-
looking house with a verandah on the upper storey and wooden
slatted shutters to all the windows. A number of monks,
some of great age, emerged like blackbeetles from their cells
to look at me There was no question about their poverty
and it was also evident that, like the first Desert Fathers,
they scorned soap and water as a pandering to the flesh.

Upstairs in the guest-house was a plainly furnished room
where I was asked to sit down. Divans ran all round it.
A photograph of the present patriarch, and of an equally
bearded and ancient man who may have been his predecessor,
hung framed on the walls. Curtains of some dark material
were more or less attached to curtain poles, and it occurred to
me how lifeless a room can become when it has never known
a woman. It is probably natural for a man to live in a cave,
but not in a room. As soon as he has a room, it demands a
woman to choose a colour for it and to keep it clean, and to see
that all the inanimate things, which obey women, such
as rugs, carpets, chairs, tables, and fabrics, keep their proper
place. The curtains of this room, hanging so reluctantly,
seemed to me pathetic, perhaps a distant memory of some
monk's home in Asyut; and I wondered if the Desert Fathers
ever find themselves obliged to seek the advice of the youngest
brother, as the one last in touch with the lost world of woman-
kind, on the correct method of hanging curtains and the
right way they should be looped back.

My reflections were interrupted by the entrance of a man
not much more than five feet in height, who wore a round
black turban, a black gown, and a pair of slippers. As he
came forward and shook hands, I knew that he was the abbot.
I suppose visitors to DSr el-Baramus in the course of a year
might be counted on the hands, yet the abbot greeted me as if
he had been expecting me, and asked no questions; which is
one of the most ancient rules of courtesy. I could tell that
he wondered why I should have come, so I satisfied his
curiosity to the fall; and we were soon talking about the
great ones of the past. A brother entered with little cups full
of scalding hot tea.